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The Hiftorie of 

Thou haft redeemd thy loft opinion. 

And flacwde thou makeft fomc tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prin. O God, they did me too’ much iniurie. 

That ewer fay d, I harkened to your death : 

If it were fo,I might haue let alone 
T he infulting hand of Dowg/as ouer you, 

Which would haue been as fpeedy.in you* end, 

As all the poyfenous Potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to Clifton,\\e to S. Nicholas Gawfey. Sxit\ 
Enter Hotjpur.. 

Hot. If I miflakc not, thou ail Harry Monmouth ? 

Pan. Thou fpeakft,asif 1 would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Petty. 

Hrin. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name. 

I am the Prince of, Wdu ; and thinkenot Percy , 

T o fhare with me in glot y any more : 

T wo Starrcs kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne, 

Of Harry Percy, and thePrittce of 'Walet . 

Hot. Now (hallitflWry, forthehoureis come, 

To end the one of vs$ and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prin. lie make it greater,erc I part from thee, 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lle'crop.to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longerbrooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Edfldffe. 

Ed. Well faid Hal, to it Hal. Nay, y ou (hall find no Boycs 
play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Dow das, he fights with Edfldffe, he fals downs M- 
ifhe were dead, the Prince ktlleth Persy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth, 

1 better broke the lolle of brittle Life, 

Then thofeproudTitles thou haft won ofmc, 

They woundmy thoughts \vorfe,tljen the fvvord my ncm ^ 


Henry the fourth. 

gut thought’s the flaucoflife,and lifetimes foolej 
And time, that takes furuay of all the world, 

Mufthaue a flop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue : no 'Percy, thou art duft. 

And food for 

Prin. For Wormes.braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 

111 wcau’d Ambition,how much art thou (hrunke? 

When that this body did containc a fpirit, 

AKingdomeforit, was too fmalla bound; 

But no w two paces of the vilcft Earth, 

Is rootnc enough : this Earth that beares the dead, 

Bearcs notaliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfibleefcurtefie, 

I fhould not make fo great a (hew of zeale • 

Butletitiy faaours hide thy mangled face, 

And cues in thy behaKc,llcthanke my fclfc 
For doing thefe faire rites of tendernes. 

Adieu, and take thy pray fe with thee to heauen, 

Thy ignoray fleepe with thee in the graue, ' 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

HeJpiethFdfialjfeon the ground. 

What, eld acquaintance, could not all this flefli 
-Keepe in a litlc life ? poorc Iacke farewell : 

I could haue better fpard a better man: 

O, I fhould haue a hcauy mifle of thee. 

If I were much in loue with vanitiej 
Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld will I fee thec by and by. 

Till thcn,in blood by noble Percy lie. 

Fdfldjfs ryjeth vp. 

Ed. Imboweld ? if thou irabowell me to day, lie giue you 
leauetopowdcrmc.andcate me too to morrow. Zloud, t’was 
time to couuterfeite, or that hot termagant Scot had paidemce 
fcot and lot too. Counterfeit? I am no counterfeit : to die is to 
ea counterfeit, for he is but the counterfeit of a man, who 
athnotthelifeofa man: but to counterfeit dying, when a man 
K 3 * thereby 



